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Permb, 


The Athenian Mercury: 
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Queft. 1. From a Woman. 


Here wis 4 Time when Paris feem'd 10 me 
Endu'd with Charms, endu'd with Conjtanc : 
How lovely then the Shepherd did appear ? 
How val? my Foys to find bim true ana fair ? 
Pleas'd, a)! too much, with his dear Eyes, 1 flrow 
In Blufhes to reveal, yet bide my Love : . 
Had I ftopt there, I innocent bad bin, 
And tho’ f fell Love's Vidim, known no Sin : 
But 1 too eafie took bim to my Breale, 
And on Loves Dainties let him freely feaft : 
Soon did be cloy his roving Apperice, 
As foon was gone with more than winged flight. 
Deep read inthe Black Art of Perjury, 
He (oon forgot bis Vows 10 Heau'n and Me: 
Curs'd be tse Day that firfe 1 (aw thole Eyes, 
The fatal Authors ot my miferies ! 
I've try'd sen thouland methds to regain 
My Lovely till, bo Salle and wandring Swain, 
He's loft, for ever lofty and all’s in vain. 

Heip en, you Friends to our weak Sexes Fame ! 
venge for all my flighted Flame ! 
With Satyr keen as my Refentments, thew 
What is the treacherous Deluder's due, 

Since L can't lafh bim, Ud be taughs by you. 
An|m. 

Loft and abandon'd ! whither wilt thou run, 
Thy Sin, thy Conjfctence, and thy Shame to fhun. 
No, tho’ thy Verfe as fine thy Thoughts as bright 
As Angels fal’n, in borrow'd Robes of Light. 
Tho’ there ten thouland Beau'ys more furprize 
Than thy falfe Swain with his undoing Eyes, 
Unmov'd we'll ftand, Cenfors of Vice fevere, 


My iv 
My 3m’! 


Nor thee one fingle Curfe to eale chy Rage will fpare. 


Al] Ovids Curies loft on him wou'd be 

Who's curjf enough, in doing ill like thee. 

Bue if this only thy vext Sou? can pleafe, 

If like the damen’d, nought elfe cau give thee ea/e, 
Thy own Credulity and Fondnefs curie, 

Such Traytors, he himfelf cou'd ne're be worfe. 
Curfe thy fond Heart, which did it felf betray, 
And Curfe that Tongue which gave thy Heart away ; 
Curfe thy fote yielding Eyes, which o’re and o’re 
Witht, and rnvuited what they now deplore! 

Then thou thy jult Refentments fhou'dft have fhown, 
And left the Perjur’d to be damwd alone, 

When he'd have firft feduc’d thy Soul to fin: 

‘Tis now too late to fight, the Foe’s within. 

All, ali too late! of Honours Spirit's berete, 
Nought but the vapid flezm of Life is left, 

The Chryftal’s broke, co mend it never try, 

This ouly now remains, Repent and Dye! * 


* When God pleafes. 


Queft. 2. 
With the following from the Pindarical Lady. 


Weu'd fame kind Vifion reprefent to me 
How bright thy Streets, Celeftial Salem! be ; 
U'd trace thy fhining pearly Paths, and tell 
How ble(s'd are thoje that in thy Temple dwell : 
How much more bright than e’re proud Phebus fhed 
Are thofe vaft Rays the Eternal Sun does (pread ! 
Cou'd I the cbiefeft of ten thoufands view, 
‘Vou'd Angels me their Admiration fhew, 
Td tell the Virgins, tell’em o’re agen 
How fair be lookt to the black Sons of men. 
Might I, but ab, while cloge'd with finful Flefh, 
In vain I breath out the impatient Wifh : 
Bus have « glimple of thofe fair Fields of Blifs, 
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Mibere dre/sd in Beams the fining Saints do move 
More gay than all the fancy'd fhader of Love: 
Where ferll from pure exbau/sle(s fountains, to 
Bright Silver Streams the Chrystal Warers flow ; 


Mohere toe true Sun of Glory ne’ve declines, 
Bet with unrclonded Vizour always Joines. 
Meicre endiels Smiles c@leltial Faces 4 


No bye eclips'd with 4 rebellious Tear, 

~ For Grief is an unheard of Stranger 1! 
Say then, if ought of tbat ble[vd Move yon know, 
Deferibe its bis/s, 188 dazling Glories fhow ! 


Antw. 

Ah! Bright &nknown ! you know not whe yoa ask! 
Angels wou'd bend beneath the unequal Task. 
Were that ble{s'd World ditclos'd, ‘twou'd teem fo fiir, 
Who wou'd not leap Lifes Barriers to be there ? 
Yet fee a Glimpie, all, Heav'n permits to lee, 
And learn the reft from Faith and Extafte. 

The Paradife of God, thole happy feats, which coft 
Far more than that tair Eden we have lott ; 
Exceeds luxuriant Fancies richelt drets, 
And Beggars Kbime and Numbers telf t expres. 
No, were we loft in chat primava) Grove 
Where Father Adam with his New-born Bride 
Walkt careleis, walke and jov'’d, nor Want, nor Sin, 
Nor jealous Rage, nor curft tormenting Hopes 
Their Sacred Verge approaching cou’d we pierce 
As the blind Bard, with intellectual fight 
Thro’ thofe firft happy Mort.\s oytvan jhade, 
Thro’ cluft’ring Vines whic og Purple Grapes 
With generous Juice invited che y cis d Pair 
To tafte, nor fear co dye, were aii che Springs 
That from fome eafie Mountains moily fice 
Or hoary Rock ran gently murA.uring, 
A choufand Flour's "pon the bending Banks, 
A cthoufand Birds upon tne fragrant Trees, 
And Eve her feit all intling joyn'd the Quire, 
With blifstu! Hymns of chait and holy Love 
Were thefe and more united, to compote 
A Poets Heaven to the true Heaven 'twou'd be 
A Barren Wildernets, nay worfe, a World. 

Not Realons felt, a Ray of the divine 
Oft-ipring and Friend of God, when manacled 
In finful mortal mold, alto’ it trace, 
No Sifter Truth thro’ each. Dedelean maze, 
And builds on Sence with well poiz'd Argument, 
Not that can te!] us what we there fhmll tee, 
Or have or know, or do, or ever be. 
Nay tho’ with nobler Faiths more perfe& Glas, 
We look beyond the Chriftal ftarry Worlds, 
We know but part, funk in our dark{om felves, | 
And from Life's dungeon with the glim’ring Light, 
Coafters of Heav’n we beat along the fhore, 
Some Creeks and Landmarks found, bnt,.kaow no more. 
The Inland Countreys undifcover’d ftill, 
The glorious City of th’ erernal King, 
Yet of cocleftial Growth we bear away, 
Some rich immortal Fruit, Joy, Peace and Love, 
Knowledge and Praile, Vifion and pure Delight, 
Rivers of Blifs ay-dwelling trom the Throne 
Of the moft thigh, exhauftleis Fund of Light. 
There, there is Heav’n, 'tis he who makes jt fo, 
The Soul can hold no more, for God is all; 
He only equalls its capacious Gralp, 
He only o're-fills to fpaces iafinice, 
Ah: whe can follow? — That hall only thofe 
Who with intrepid Breaffs the World oppofe. | 
Tear out the glits'ring Snake, tho’ ne’re fo clofe it swine, 
And part with mortat Joys tox Joys Divine. 


lihinsiad VERSES 


VERSES from she fame ld. 
Cantic. V. ver. 5, &c- 
— To fiad the dear refeasing Charmer fled, 


Leusd my Sloth, curs’d my confcious 8:2. 
Yer tuch a fragrant Smpeesacf{s fil’'d the Air 
From his dear Hanis, I thought he had {till been there. 
caf’ aloud, ftill hoping he was near, 

And louder fill, bat Ah! he wou'd not ear. 
Then thro’ the Srreets, diftraéted with my Grief 
I wilaly roving, begg'd, of all, redief. 

At laft I met th’ ungentle watch, and they 

Deride my Tears, andoforce my +e away. 

Ye render Virgins! you that know the p2ia 

A Brest fo fofs as mine maft needs fujtain, 
Robb'd of the once kind Partner of my Fires, 
And ftill dear Obje of my racket defres ; 

I charge you, if you meet my abfent Leve 

With all the Rhesorick of our Sex to move. 

His deafn'd Eas, and cell him with a Sig 
Deep as my Wounds, ah tellhim how I dy. 

— Perhaps that Tragic Word may force che dear 
Relentlefs author of my. Grief co hear. 


Daughters of Jerufalem. 
What thy Beloved is, we firft wou'd know, 
Faireft of Women! thou doft charge us fo. 
What Charms uneguat’d in-him doft thou tee, 
Imp aient Fair! to caile chefle Ssorms in thee ? 
Sponjd. 

Commencing all perfection, he is fuch 
Your moft exalted fougbts can hardly couch, 
Unfully’d heaps of Saow are hot lo white, 
He's fairer than condenfed Beams of Light. 
His rofy Chaks of fucha lucent Dy, 
As Soi ne're gilded on the morning. Sky. 
His Head like polif’l Gold, his graceful Hair, 
Dark as the Plumes chat jetty Ravens wear. 
His Eyes, the endlefs Magazines of Love, 
How foft! how fweet! how pow’rfully they move! 
He breaths more fweetme(s than the Infant morn, 
When heavenly Dews the flowry Plains adorn. 
The fragrant Dreps of rich Arabian Gumes, 
Burnt on the Altar yield not fuch Perfumes. 
His Hands, furpafiing Lillies, grac'd with Gems, 
Fit to enrich ca@leflial Diadems. 
His Bres/t {mooth Ivory, enamel’d ail, 
With Veins, which Sapbirs 'twere unjuft to call. 
Divine his Steps with his majeftick Air, 
Not ev’n the éofty Cedars can compare: 
So fweet his Voice, the liftning Angels throng, 
With filent barps to th’ Mufick of his Tongae, 
— He's altogether — lovely. This is He, 

Now. Virgins ? Pity, tho’ you eavy Me. 


Adverttfements. 


> Here is a large Shop to be 

Lett.in the Powltrey, either 
alone-or with Lodgizzs convenient for 
a Family : Enquire at Mr. Swith’s 
Coffee houfe in Stocks-market, and you 
“may Know further. 


ER “THe Second Edition of the third, Volume of the Athe- 

nian Merewy is now publithe, thole Gentle- 
men therefore chat have long wanted this third Vo- 
‘ume to compleat the (ets, may have it, of Fobn Durten 
at the Raven in the Poultrey, where is alfo to be had 
the entire Sets, or any fingle Volume, or Mercury, from 
the fir Publication to this time. 


iP “THe Ladies Didionary, being a ‘pleafane Enter- 

tiinment for the Fair Sex, a Work never at- 
tempted before in Englifb. © The Defigw of this Work 
is univerfal, and concefrs no lefs than the whole Sex 
of Men in fome regard, bue of Women fo perfectly and 
early, that ‘ewill be ferviceable to them in al] their 


» 


Coneerns of Bufine/s, Life, Houjer, and Converjariene. Tie 
Author througho.t the whole Work intermixes abun. 
danee of Secret Occurrances with his other matter, and 
you may find hese all the Humours of the Town at tre 
bare expence of reading —— Printed for Fab2 Dunion 
at)the Raven in the Poulerey. 


or N ESSAY upon Reafon, and the N2- 

X cure of Spirits. By Dr. Burthozze. 
Dedicated to Mr. Lock, — In this Ezy the 
Author hath advanc’d many things wholly new, 
(more etpecially where he treats of the way 
and manner how Spirits do appear ) and. con- 
cludes with Reflections on Dr. Sherlocks No- 
tion about Jndividuation. Printed for Febn 
Dunton at the Raven in the Poultrey. 


Advertifement touching Dr. Hammond’s Works 
and Dr. Cuaworth’s /ntellettual Syftem. 


VWreouae Dr. Hammond's Works in 4. large Vo* 
lums, in Folio tormerly fold for 5.4. bound, 
were lately propofed to Sale at ss. s. in Quires, which 
is.cheaper than it can now be printed : This is to cer- 
tifie to all perfons who are willing to be {upplied 
with them, that chey will continue to be fold at chat 
Price, ( ‘till Midfummer-day next and no longer ) 
by Thomas Dring at the Harrow at Chancery-lane+ 
end, and E. Wilkinfon at the Black-Ba over againit 
St. Dunjtans Church in Fleet-ffreet. Dr. Cudworth’s is 
now fold at 12.¢. 6.4. 19 quires, which though ad- 
vanced.2 s.6 d. more chan it was propofed, ac ic is 
however yet at lefs than the firft coft, conlidering the 
addition of his Notion of the Sacrament, -and Sermons, 
and will contimie no longer than Midjommer next t 
be fold at that price. gy 


N Ludgate-Hill, next Door te the King’s-Arms T.tvern 

near t-Bridge, any perfon may be furnifhed with 
4 Water for taking away the Freckles, Pimples, Worms aad 
Morphew in: the Face, Elixir Salucis, Baliamum Viz 
Tinétura Vita. An excellent Water and Ointment for ibe Eyes. 
Ointments for she Rickets, Burns, Scaldsy Wounds, Aches; 
Sprains, &c. Powders, Dentrifices, Elixers, Effences, Oils, 
Spirits, Sic. For the eafing and curing of mot Dijtempers 
incident to humane Bodies. Prepared and. Sold by B. L. 


FT, Lizir Magaum Stomachicum ; Or, the great Cordial Elixir 
tor the Stomach ; of 4 delicase Flavonr, and pleafans bitters 
ifo Tafte : Not Burging, but Cordial only ; to be drank at any 
time, ( but efpecial!y im « Morning ) in any Liquor, as Ale, Teas 
Mum, Canary, White-Wine, A Dram of Brandy, &c. tt makes 
the beft Purl in the World in Ale, and Purl Royal in Sack, and 
is Tea, &c. very ples/an: aad wholfome, giving each of shem a frae 
grant fmell and tafte, far exceeding Purl made of Wormwood, which 
( being fo bor drying ) fpoyls the Sight, dulls the Brain, and 
drys up tbe B : This Sees the Quintefcence of ali the Ingredi- 
ents of abe bitter Draught ( { much in ufe ) init, with many oiber 
excellent Stoma picks and antifcorbuticks brought inte fo fall 4 
quantity, as thy 30 or 40 Drops is a Dose; you may make i: in an 
inftant your (elf in any ef the aforefaid Liquors, but White-wine or 
Tea beft, and ispnuch {urpaffes the common Bitter Potion in plea /ant- 
nefs and virtue® This procures 4 good Appetite, helps Digsftion ang 
ai Indi fpofttions of the Stomach, or Sickne{s, Loshing, Nacion(nefs 
( efpecially after a Surfeit or bard Drinking ) flrengtoning it wonder- 
fully, expels all Wind, purifizs the Blood, and d-ftroys the Scurvy 
beyond any Medicine known, with 3 or 4 Virtues more i:ptionedin 
the Bills fold with it, as its excellent afe for thofe thar Travel by Sea 
or Land, &c. 10 which Bills I referr yon, te be had Grasis at the 
places where ‘tis fold. Price One Shilling each Bottle. 

‘Tis Seld by John Dunton at the Raven in the Pou'treys@ 
and at the fe Coffee-houles, Viz. Symonds-Inn im Chancery- 
Lane, at Vigure‘s im the Old Pallace-Yard, Weltminiter, Vi- 
ctualling Office #¢ Tower-Hill, Man‘s as*Chering-Cro's, Bdlex 
as Whitechappel, North's ix King-{treet by Guild 4all, Ric hard‘s 
a Temple-bes, Smythers in T s-ftreet, Will‘s in Covent 
Garden, Blacketts at Spittie-ficlds, Welis 4: the Poftern in Al- 
dermanbury, Joha‘s is Fuller‘s Rents, Buckeridge‘s without Al- 
derigate, Hamet‘s on London-bridge, Brown's at Wapping Old 
thairs, John‘; by the Kings-bench, Smith‘s at Lambeth, by she 
Church, by Afr. W. Collet. Fun. near the Hermitage, Tobacco- 


"beving appeinied bim only ( befide bimfelf is Sell it wholesale, 


any Perfow wanting it 10 Difpefe of or Sell again, may be theve fur- 
wifbed, with dane ny z ‘Tis ld by fome One Book 
feller in moft of the Cities, and in many great Towns in England, 
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LONDON, Printed for John MWunton at the Revew in the Powlsrey. 1694. 
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